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the tide is low.    My modesty has suffered
from this exhibition.

Paris is emptier than ever, this year. It
pleases me in that state. I rise and go to
bed late; I read a great deal and hardly get
out of my dressing-gown. It is a Japanese
gown with embroideries on a jonquil-yellow
background, more brilliant than the electric
light. I was not bored very much in Eng-
land. I wrote for the' * Journal des Savants''
an article on the ".Caesar " about which I have
spoken to you already. You know all the
good that I think of the author and of his
book; but you understand the difficulties of
my work, not wishing to pass for a. courtier,
nor to say disagreeable things. I think I
got out of the dilemma well enough. I took
for a text the idea that the Republic had
come to its end and that the Roman people
was going to the devil, from which Caesar
rescued it. As the thesis is true and easily
supported, I wrote variations on that air.
Manners are still progressing. The son of a
prince has just died in Rome. He had a
brother and sisters who were not rich. He
was an ecclesiastic, a rnonsignor, and had anour look-er.you   are worth as much as
